The Htftorie of 

Thou haft rcdeemd thy loft opinion, 

And ftjcwdc thou naakcft forae tender of my lif« 

In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

i Prin. G God, they did me too much iniurie, 

That euer fayd, I harkened to your death : 

If it were fo,l might haue let alone 
The infulting hand of Dowglas oucr you, 

"Which w ould haue been as fpeedy in your end, 

As all the poyfenous Potions in the world, 

And fauM the trecheioiisiab^ur of your Sonne. 

Kin. Make vp to Clifion,\\c\6 S. Nicholas (5'awfey. S.ik K 

Enter H°tfpur. , 

Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth? 

Vrm. Thou fpcakft.asif i would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Hrin. Why then l fee a very vAliant Rebel! of that name. 

I am the Prince of Wah \ and thinkenot Percy , 

To ibare with me in glory any more : 

Two Starres kcepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

N<5r can one 'England brooke a double raigrie. 

Of Harry Percy, and the of Wales. 

Hot. Now iballit Harry, for the houre is come, 

To end the one of vs; and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes,wcre now as great as mine. 

prin. He makeit greater^ere 1 part f om thee, 

And all thy budding Honours on thy Crcft 
Ile’cropjto make a Garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter pdflalffe. 

Eal. Well faid Hal, to it Hal. Nay, you fhallfind no Boyes 
play here, I can tell you. 

Enter Dowglas , he fights with Fdlflaljft ?, he fats downs as 
if he were dead, the Prince hilleth Percy. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft robd me ofnay youth, 

I better broke the Ioffe of brittle Life, 

Tf ;nthofe proud Titles thou haft won ofmc, 

They-waundpsy thoughts worfe.tlien the fwordroy ileth * 


Henry the fourth 

But thought’s the flauc oflife,and lifetimes foole; 

And time, that takes furtiay ofall the world, 

Mufthaue a ftop. 0,1 could prophefie, 

Butthat the Earth, and cold hand ofDeath 
Lies on my tongue : no ’Percy, thou art duft 
And food for 

Prin. For Wortnes,brauc Percy. Fare thee well,grcat heart, 

111 wean’d Ambition, howmuch art thou /hrunkcJ 
When that this body did containea fpirit, 

AKingdomeforit, was too fmalla bound; 

But now' two paces ofthevileft Earth, 

Is roomc enough : this Earth that bearcs thedead, 

Bcares notaliue fo ftout a Gentleman. 

If thou wertfenfibleof curtcfie, 

Ifhould not make fo great a fliewofzeale : 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face, 

And euea in thy behalfc,Ile thanke my feife 
Fordoing thefefairerites oftendernes, 

Zj * , 

Adieu, and take thy prayfe with thee to hcauen, 

Thy ignomv fleepe with thee in thegraue, 

But not rtniviiibred in thy Epitaph. 

He fptetkF alftalffe on the ground. 

WhatjOld acquaintance, could not ail this flefl* 

ICeepe in a litlc life ? poore Iacke farewell; 

I could haue better fpard a better man: 

0,1 Should haue a hcauy miffe of thee. 

If I were much in louc with vanitic*, 

Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day* 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imboweld will I fee thee by and by, 

T ill then, in blood by noble Percy lie* 

Faljhilffe ryfeth vp. 

Fal . Imbowcld?ifthouimbowell me to day, He giue you 
leaue to powder me, and cate me too to morrow. Ztoud, t’was 
time to counterfeite, or that hot termagantiW had paidemee 
fcocandlot too. Counterfeit? I am no counterfeit : to die is to 
be a counterfeit, for he is but counterfeit of a man, who 
hathnot thelifeofa man: r ' v itcrfeitdying,whenaman 
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